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The guest-house, bedight them: there gold-shotten

shone

The webs over the walls, many wonders to look on
For men every one who on such things will stare.
Was that building the bright all broken about
All withinward, though fast in the bands of the

iron;

Asunder the hinges rent, only the roof there
Was saved all sound, when the monster of evil 1000
The guilty of crime-deeds had gat him to flight
Never hoping for life.    Nay, lightly now may not
That matter be fled from, frame it whoso may

frame it.

But by strife man shall win of the bearers of souls,
Of the children of men, compelled by need,
The abiders on earth, the place made all ready,
The stead where his body laid fast on his death-bed
Shall sleep after feast.    Now time and place was it
When unto the hall went that Healfdene's son,
And the King himself therein the feast should be

sharing;                                                          1010

Never heard I of men-folk in fellowship more
About   their   wealth-giver   so   well   themselves

bearing.
Then bbw'd unto bench there the abounders in

riches
And were fain of their fill.    Full fairly there took